

The fecond part of Henry the fourth, 

continuing to his death , and coro - 

nation of Henry the 




fift. 



Enter Tumour f anted full of Tongue f. 

Pen your cares 1 , for which of you will flop 
The vent of hearing, when lowd Rumor fpeaks? 
I from the Orient to the drooping Weft, 
(Making the wind my pofte-horfe)ftill vnfold 
The atts commenced on this ball of earth, 


Vnon my tongues continual flanders ride. 
The which in euery language I pronounce. 
Stuffing the cares of men with falfc reports, 


I fpeake of peace while couert enmity, 

V nder the fmile of fafety, woundes the world: 

And who but Rumor ,who but oncly I, 

Make fearefoli muflers,and prepar'd defence, 

Whiles the bigge veare,fwolne with fome other griefe* 
Is thought with child by the flcrne tyrant Warre? 

And no foch matter.Rumour is a pipe, 

Blowne by furmizes,Iealoufies coniefhires. 

And offb eafic, and fo plaine a flop. 

That the blunt monfter,with vneounted heads. 

The ftill difeordant wau’ring multitude, 

Can play vpon it.But what need I thus 
(My wel knowne body)toan®thomizc 
Among my houfholdl why is Rumor here? 
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